The Burden of the Mystery
racial unity: he is the solitary, the worshipper of impersonal
power, of beauty unstained by man's small busyness:
Still the mind smiles at its own rebellions.
Knowing all the while that civilization and the other evils
That make humanity ridiculous, remain
Beautiful in the whole fabric, excesses that balance each other
Like the paired wings of a flying bird ...
In order to value this fretful time
It is necessary to remember our norm, the unaltered passions,
The same-coloured wings of imagination,
That the crowd clips, in lonely places new-grown;...
From here for normal one sees both ways,
And listens to the splendour of God, the exact poet, the sonor-
ous
Antistrophe of desolation to the strophe multitude.
But Jeffers has his mythology, too: the hawk-headed god that
is life, the stone-limbed god that is peace. If he seems to choose
silence and darkness, repeatedly he owns to a pleasure in its
opposite, in Continent's End addressing the ocean thus:
The tides are in our veins, we still mirror the stars, life is your
child, but there is in me
Older and harder than life and more impartial, the eye that
watched before there was an ocean.
That watched you fill your beds out of the condensation of
thin vapor and watched you change them,
That saw you soft and violent wear your boundaries down,
eat rocky shift places with the continents.
Mother, though my song's measure is like your surf-beat's
ancient rhythm I never learned it of you.
Before there was any water there were tides of fire, both our
tones flow from the older fountain.
212